me to go home. It makes me crazy to think of it. Ten days
are so soon over.  I won't let you go.'

* But you know I can't do anything else.'

e Don't say you can't. If you loved me as I love you, you
would manage to stay with me for good.   It would be so^
lovely, darling.'

This was merely an idle fancy.   As he was going to bed

Antoine had a moment's uneasiness.   He wondered until

what time he would be expected to make love. In books and

songs there was often mention of nights of love. In a serious

novel, which had won a literary prize, he had read that in the

course of a certain night two lovers had loved with such

ardour that their pleasure had become painful. Antoine did

not intend to go so far as that, but he would have liked to

conform to the best traditions. Tiercelin, when consulted on

the point, had said : ' As seldom as possible. Several times

get you no further than the first, and tire you terribly.' But

in this matter his opinion counted for little.  Tiercelin was

an ascetic, to whom all excess was repulsive. However, the

first night passed off in accordance with his precepts of

economy, as Yvette went to sleep immediately after the first

embrace.    Accustomed to sleeping alone, Antoine slepr

badly. About three in the morning he felt obliged to awaken

Yvette, to give further proof of his ardour, but she turned to

the wall with a grunt that indicated he had better not persist.

Next day, which was Sunday, they did not go out all day.

Fearing that he might meet one of his family, or a friend of

his parents, Antoine wanted to avoid going out in daylight.

Not for a moment was he bored, nor did he miss his family.

Moreover, the presence of Chou, who treated him with

trustful affection, created an atmosphere of comforting

domestic intimacy.  Instead of the life which he had rather

liked to picture, spent in breathless efforts to make the most

of time, it seemed as though his stay in the seclusion of this^
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